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It is typical of Morris that at the same time he was writing this classic of other world poesy he was attempting to write a modern novel. It was his only attempt in that direction, and it only compassed about one-third of the journey to completion, and it was a failure which he soon gave up any idea of remedying. He seems to have discovered one art, at last, of which he could not be a master. So he turned to his illuminated manuscripts once more.
Then at the end of 1872 the Morris family left Queen's Square and went to live in Turnham Green, on the west side of London: here they stayed for the following six years. The family rooms at Queen's Square went for the use of the growing business of Morris & Company; Morris kept two rooms for his study and a bedroom when he was too busy or disinclined to go home.
In the spring of 1873 he went to Italy for the first time. It is unexpected news to hear that the visit was not a success; he found nothing there to equal his favourite treasures of Northern France. But indeed he went out rather as a travelling companion to the sick Burne-Jones than with any desires of his own. For he was saving himself for another visit to Iceland later on in the year. Also he had bad luck in Italy, for as Burne-Jones wrote: " Morris has only a week here and every day it has rained and been as cold as England: much to his joy though, because for all his life he can speak of the bleak days he spent in Italy/'
But the Iceland visit Morris treated almost as the did in poetry.
